ALL GOD'S CHILLUN GOT WINGS
WHITE GIRL, (tugging at the elbow of her "brother) Come on, Mickey!
HER BROTHER, (roughly) Aw, gwan, youse!
WHITE GIRL. Aw right den. You kin git a lickin' if you wanter. (Gets
up to move off.)
HER BROTHER. Aw, git off de eart'!
WHITE GIRL. De old woman'll be madder'n hell!
HER BROTHER, (worried now) I'm comin', ain't I? Hold your horses.
BLACK GIRL, (to a blac\ boy) Come on, you Joe. We gwine git
Erailed too, you don't hurry.
JOE. Go long!
MICKEY. Bust up de game, huh? I gotta run! (Jumps to his feet.)
OTHEH WHITE BOY. Me, too! (Jumps up)
OTHER BLACK GIRL. Lawdy, it's late!
JOE. Me for grub!
MICKEY, (to JIM HARRIS) You's de winner, Jim Crow. Yeh gotta play
tornorrer.
JIM. (readily) Sure t'ing, Mick. Come one, come all! (He laughs)
OTHER WHITE BOY. Me, too! I gotta git back at yuh.
JIM. Aw right, Shorty.
LITTLE GIRLS. Hurry! Come on, come on! (The six start off together.
Then they notice that JIM and ELLA are hesitating, standing aw\-
wardly and shyly together. They turn to moc\)
JOE. Look at dat Jim Crow! Land sakes, he got a gal! (He laughs.
They all laugh)
JIM. (ashamed) Ne'er mind, you Chocolate!
MICKEY. Look at de two softies, will yeh! Mush! Mush! (He and
the two other boys ta\e this up.)
LITTLE GIRLS, (pointing their fingers at-ELLA) Shame! Shame! Every-
body knows your name! Painty Face! Painty Face!
ELLA, (hanging her head) Shut up!
LITTLE WHITE GIRL. He's been carrying her books!
COLORED GIRL. Can't you find nuffin' better'n him, Ella? Look at de
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